256 But there was little sleep at night for Warsaw, every
one was out on the streets. Most of the people were on
Pilsudski's side and often there were shouts, "Viva Pil-
sudski! Viva Pan Marshal!" They were not frightened,
but very curious to see trenches and barricades and ac-
tual fighting. More than once a wounded officer fell into
the arms of civilians, so close were the crowds. They dis-
obeyed the orders of police and soldiers, came out from
their houses, crossed the -street when they were warned
not to—and so many were killed; mostly boys.
At the Place of the Three Crosses two workmen were
watching some soldiers fire machine guns at the entrance
to the avenue leading out to the Belvedere.
"Go inside that house. It is dangerous here."
"No, we want to stay. We must see."
The fire slackened and one man said, "It's over for a
bit. Pm going across. They'll not shoot now." He went
across in safety and turned to call back, "Come on over.
There's no danger." His comrade started and was badly
wounded.
One of Pilsudski's officers at the railroad station was
asked to delay a train that was bringing a regiment of
government troops. It was after midnight and he had
little time. He called together some street boys and said,
"If you love the Marshal, help me." He bundled them
into a motor truck, they raced out some miles from the
city, woke up a watchman and compelled him to show
them how to take up a section of the track. Then they
telephoned a warning to the next station, to avoid any
accident; for after all they were Polish soldiers.
The third day saw the hardest fighting of all. The
Marshal was anxious to end it quickly, so bayonets and
cannon were utilized. The Belvedere was fired on, with
the idea that the older men there were more responsible
for the situation than the young men from the Officers'
School near by who were out in the street, behind barri-
cades of paving stones. One shot fell in the courtyard,

